*¢ To raise the virtues, animate the bliss, 
** And sweeten all the toils of human life.”—Tsaomson. 
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SOPHIA. 


[ CONTINUED. ] 


» “ Clarrington,” said the colonei, with 
the most impressive earnestness, “ if 
| You know any thing of this girl, I entreat 

‘You to tell me, what it is you do know; 
fou call her Wilson, I have never 
nown her by any other name than that 


‘of Danton. Explain yourself, my dear 

Pend, for you have tortured my very 
#oul.” 

» “I am sorry,” retarned the major 
dolly, ‘* you should let such a trifle dis- 
bmpose you so much, for as to the girl, 

u may easily obtain her if you choose, 
ithout the horrid bore of marrying, 


Bhe’s come-at-a-ble, take my word for 
: 99 





“ My dear fellow, you do not answer 
y question. What do you know of 
e girl?) What acquaintance have you 
d with her?” 

“‘ Now in conscience, or what is more 
the purpose, in honour, do you think 
bught to answer such a question? Is it 


cere haan Wee eee ee a Er mmr 


“ Clarrington, I address you as a 
friend, and expect that as a friend, you 
will answer me, that you will tell me 
candidly, and without reserve, what you 
know of this girl; it was my intention 
to have married her: but if what you in- 
sinuate is true, she will never be any 
thing to me—if it is not—then, by ’ 
I’li blow your brains out!” 

‘‘ Upon my soul I am greatly obliged 
to you,” returned Clarrington, ironically 
bowing, * but as I am always very ten- 
der of the reputation of the ladies, you 
must excuse my answering your ques- 
tien; if you choose to send for the yeung 
lady, she can give you quite as much 
information as I can.” 

Colonel Dangerfield was astenished, 
and shocked, at what major Clarring- 
ton had insinuated, concerning Sophia; 


|\but, determined to be convinced, by con- 


fronting them together, whether any 
acquaintance had subsisted between 
them, he rang the bell, and ordered his 
vallet to tell Miss Danton, that he re- 
quested the favour of her company for 
a few minutes. 








sistent with a gentleman to boast of 
ady’s favours? Yet out of pure friend- 
ip, I once more assure you, that if you 


The man delivered the message to So- 
phia, who, with difficulty, had kept her- 
self from fainting, at the sight of the 








oose fo try her, you will not find her 
ucretia.” 


pretended colonel, who she now saw had 
deceived her, with respect to his name 








‘the summons, it would be a tacit ac- 
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and situation; the deception had beenjling her she was grown superlatively 
mutual: the present rencounter unmask-jJovely, since he had last the pleasure of 
ed them to each other; and from his|seeing her. 


manner of accosting her, Sophia felt 
convinced, beyond the possibility of a 
doubt, that he would betray the secret 
which had so often obtruded itself on 
her mind, and destroyed that happy 
tranquillity, she would otherwise have 
enjoyed. The dreadful moment was 
now arrived, when the discovery was to 
be made, and the storm to burst, with 
horrible explosion, over her head. and 
perhaps overwhelm her in utter disgrace 
and ruin. 





While Sophia was thus meditating on 
the distressing prospect before her, the; 
colonel’s message was delivered. Her 
heart throbbed as if it would have burst 
from its confinement. How could she 
assume courage to appear in the pre- 
sence of the noble-minded colonel? or 
how could she endure to behold the de- 
ceitful major? Yet if she did not attend 


knowledgment of guilt; besides, she 
knew not what the malicious revenge of 
the major might prompt him tosay. If 
she went, she thought he would not have 
the effrontery to tax her with criminali- 
ty, though her imprudence would be but 
too obvious. Trembling with appre- 
hension, yet convinced that it was bet- 
ter to face the danger, than tu fly, and 
by that means increase it, she slow] 
ascended the stairs, and entered the 
apartment of the colonel, her eyes cast 
down, and her face, one moment suffused 
with crimson, the next with a death-like 
paleness. 


«What condescending goodness!” 
exclaimed the major, “ permit me, my 
angel, te conduct you to a chair—but 
you seem agitated, I hope nothing un- 
plesant has has occurred;” saying this 
he ofliciously attempted to take her hand 
and te place her in the chair she had 





I what evil spirit has prejudiced you “@ 


Yithan ever. 





just quitted. Sophia refused to sit, and 
withdrew her hand, casting on him 


look of ineffable scorn; he affected not}! Bet With the most fixed attention. 
to notice it, but smiled in her face, tel- 


ty : a 
» eeeeenenetnenemntniee ee 


Colonel Dangerfield, whose agitation F 
was scarcely less than Sophia’s, seized | 
her by the apm, and compelling her to 
sit, demanded in a peremptory tone, if 
she was acquainted with that gentleman, 
pointing to the major. | 


“| have seen him,”? said the tremb. — 
ling Sophia, who with difficulty could ” 
articulate a syllable. ae 

« Did you ever speak to him?” an- — 
grily demanded the celjonel. 

Sophia was unable to answer. 


‘¢In the name of love,” exclaimed the 4 
major, again taking her hand, which he | 
retained notwithstandiug her resistance, 7 





























against me? Can you forget, hard © 
hearted beauty, the many happy hours 7 
we have passed together? Our mutual © 
professions of esteem and affection, 
which nothing but death was to termin- 7 
ate? Answer me, seducing syren, have | 
you forgot all this?’ 
Oh, that I had never seen you!” | 
exclaimed Sophia, bursting into a pas: 
sion of tears. “ Consummate hypocrite! 
Yes, I have seen you, talked with. and” 
walked with you; but know, colond™ 
Dorrington, if such is your name, tha 7 
I always abhorred you, but now more 
Unhand me, sir—I am no 
your slave—I will not be confined.” 


Sophia again endeavored to free her | 
hand, but her efforts would have beet 
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0 
vain, had not the colonel, who pitied he # a 
situation, released her hand from thi 3) q 
uamerciful grasp of the major, and ini Bq 
milder, but equaliy commanding ton 3 r: 
jdemanded an explanation of what bt 
was unable to comprehend. Bal 

“ Let the major give it, I cannot) W 

faintly articulated: Sophia, who T 

nearly fainting. / 
The major all this time stood gazilt : 
al 

[To ns contTINvED.} in 


te, 
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| tainly not te be blamed for possessing, 
+ I have taken the liberty, as one of your 
subscribers, to ask you why you have 


Babout the Spanish Inquisition, 
Wshould be glad to know whether you 
> have any rack and tortures. 
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THE INQUISITOR, 


WEDNESDAY, MARCH 10. 








We have been politely favoured with the fol- 
lowing communication, since the publication 
of our last number. 


TO THE EDITOR OF THE INQUISITOR. 
March 4, 1819. 


Dear Sir, 

Believing that you will pardon my 
curiosity, which, as it is said to be an 
inherent quality of our sex, I am cer- 


called your paper by the harsh name of 
Inquisitor? I have heard sad stories 
and 


Yours, 
Crara Curiovs. 
We should at all times feel a pleasure 


an gratifying a laudable curiosity in 
' any of our patrons, more particularly 
. | those, who are no less justly than em- 
» phatically denominated the fuir sex; 


_» but there is a boundary to all mundane 





_§ speculations. 
»» in all probability we shall not be the last 


'@) and sufficient reason for so doing, is 


We are not the first, and 


of mortals, whose desire to impart in- 
formation, too often extends beyond their 
ability. ‘To a casual observer, it might 
appear no difficult task to answer satis- 
factorily so reasonahie a request; but, 
as we were actuated in eur choice of a 
name by no particular motive in the 
world, and rather adopted the title of 






a precedent of this nature? Was Mr. 
.ddison ever called upon to assign his 
reason for adopting for his lucubrations, 
the name of Spectator, or Dr. Johnson 
for assuming in like manner the title of 
Rambler? The classical editor of the 
Port Folio did, indeed, unasked, as- 
sign his reasons for adopting that name; 
but his example cannot, in justice, be 
considered as binding on those who have 
no reason to give. As it respects the 
latter request of our fair correspondent, 
we can confidently answer her, that we 
have no racks but those appropriated 
lfor the reception of communications for 
the Inquisitor, and these, like that of the 
Gallic horse, who was taught the philo- 
sophy of living without eating, are, we 
regret to say it, seldom supplied with 
any thing whereupon the intellectual 
appetite may feed. ‘To conclude, as we 
have already signified the course we in- 
tend to pursue, and the purposes to which 
the Inquisitor will be devoted, it only 
remains, that we inform Miss Curious, 


in common with the rest of our patrons, 
** The actors are at hand, and by their show, 
You shall know all that you are like to kuaw.” 








TO BEADERS AND UORRES?PONDENTS. 


| We tender our thanks to P. F. for 
-her contribution te our poetical wreath, 
and shall be pleased with a continuance 
of her favours. 

The Invocation to Pity, by Peter, is 
too “ pitiful’ for insertion. That our 
readers may have some idea of the po- 
etical talents of the author, we extract 





Inquisitor, from the circumstance of no 
objection arising against it, than from 
any partiality in its favour, we are in- 
duced to believe, that to advance a good 


rather beyond our intellectual province. 

In cases of difficulty, the course usu- 
ally pursued by arviters in the literary 
world has been, to resort to precedent. 
This is unquestionably a safe, if not a 
certain method of forming an opinion. 
The decisions which have been sanction- 
ed by antiquity and hallowed by time, 
are most assuredly in a measure, bind- 


: ing on us. But where shall we look fo 













from his communication the following 
couplet, 

* Oh, Pity, I think ’tis a pitiful shame 

That your pitiful votary pity can’t claim.” 

We shall ever be pleased with the at- 
tentions of genius, and we are particu- 
larly ‘sclicitous to cultivate its growth 
by every encouragement in our power; 
but we would recommend to those who 
are incapable of either writing or spell- 
ing to refrain from a waste of paper and 
time, and apply their labour to the more 
useful purposes of husbandry, or at any 
rate to “tarry until their beards aré 


grown.” 


—* lee 


—_-* 
- 





THE INQUISITOR. 44 





4, poetical Dyer, (not Dyer the poet) is 


| POBTRY. supposed to dedicate the following dole- 
| ful stanzas to hig deceased wife. 


My wife has died and gone to dust, 
FRIENDSHIP. The thing is strange to me, 
Yet not a soul alive I trust 





For the, Inquisitor. 































sence E’er dyed so much as she. 
My wearied limbs had sought repose, To dye indeed was 2!! her pride 
When, wrapt in an enchanting dream, For three-score years and four, 
A beauteous nymph before me rose, _ She dyed each day she lived, and died 
All blushing from a silver stream. When she could live no more. 
| I saw her golden tresses lay When she grew old I know not why, 
t Upon her neck of dazzling white; Her dyeing days were past, 
And, for her eyes, the god of da And so for want of cloth to dye, 
Ne’er beam’d upon a lovelier sight. She died herself at last. 
Around her polish’d arm there hung — 
A charming wreath, divinely wove; ANECDOTE. 
Such as Arcadian swains have sung , te Bi 
To grace the brow of those they love. = - Butler, la Bishop of Cloyne. 


. | t ° ee 
Charmed with the sight I wish’d to fly, is worthy prelate being on a visit 





My eyes had drank of bliss their fill, to an old a iend, who had fitted up 
When Lo! a soft ambrosial sigh his parsonage with great neatness, was com- 
Bade all the murmuring winds be still. plimenting him wry his improvements, 
| Then broke the high imperial dame ‘ Why aye, my lord,’ said the doctor, ‘ you 
The silence that had reigned around, have beer plaguing me about marriage for 
“Celestial Friendship is my name, some years back, and now you see I have 
uF Let it through all the world resound.” got a trap at last.2 *‘ Why yes, doctor,’ 
> ** The wreath that on my arm is plac’d, replied the bishop, - the trap is very well; 
et ds woven by some magic power; but I’m afraid? (looking him full in the face 
ij i It many a gentle heart has grac’d, hich f the hand t) §? 
ite And bears a dew-drop on each flower.” which was none of t e like tee - 
| » Then gently round my brows array’d afraid the woman won’t like the bait. 
TA Her bleoming roseate wreath to bind, 
oi When lo! I saw each flow’ret fade, Miss Martyr’s ‘etter, the morning after Miss 
oh And scatter by each passing wind. | Young’s marriage to Mr. Pope. 
pit ** Tis thus,” said she, “ that friendship’s ties , 
Gi, Are sever’d by the blast of death: . “Dear Mapam.—Permit me tobe one —— 
; a *Tis thus affection fades and dies, of the first in offering congratulations. I 
a When poisoned by detraction’s breath.” |have no deubt of your happiness; for I 
| it Whilst thus she spoke, a cloud of light will confess that, if his Holiness had attack- 
i Et More brilliant than the meteor’s beam, fied me, I should not have had the resolution, 
he Snatch’d her lov’d image from my sight, |/,, good a protestant as I am, to die 
ball I wak’d and found ’twas but a dream. | A M ARTYR.” 
ee P. F. : 
AY ANSWER. 
ri ON MATRIMONY—AN EPIGRAM. “Daan Mapam.——Accept my best 


GPS a thanks for your congratulatiens. This is 
Tom prais’d his friend, who chang’d his state, not an hour for criticism; but [ will softly 


Ls For mang ene whisper to my friend, that Pope’s Essays 


‘A “ Wedlock’s the end of life,” he cried; were in perfect harmony with VFoung’s 
; “ Too true, alas!” said Jack, and sigh’d: Night thoughts. Your’s, &c. ; 
** Twill be the end of mine.” FE. POPE.” és 
= ——_=— 4 . 
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Genius. like that, if polish’d right, 
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